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THE  CROWN  OF  PATRIOTISM 

Memorial  Sunday  Discourse  delivered  in  Ward  Memorial  Hall,  May  28, 1922 
at  the  Pacific  Branch  National  Soldiers'  Home,  California 

By  REV.  DR.  M.  S.  KAUFMAN,  Chaplain 

The  large  and  enthusiastic  congregation  included  Governor  Marshall,  Members  of  his  Staff, 
many  patriotic  ogranizations  and  Veterans  from  our  several  American  wars.  Our  splendid  Home 
Band  and  Excellent  Double  Quartet,  led  in  the  inspiring  music.  It  was  generally  pronounced  a 
delightful  service. 


Text:  Greater  love  hath  no  man 
than  this,  that  a  man  lay  down  his 
life  for  his  friends.  Scripture  Lesson 
Komans  xiii:l-8;  John  xv:13. 

We  are  living  in  an  age  of  gigantic 
evils  and  colossal  vices,  but  lack  of 
reverence  for  good  government  is  not 
one  of  these  short-comings.  Never 
before  in  human  history  did  mankind 


at  large  pay  such  warm,  whole-heart- 
ed homage  to  genuine  patriotism  as 
in  these  recent  years.  In  proof  of  this 
claim  I  point  to  the  unstinted  honors 
paid  to  unknown  dead  who  gave  their 
lives  for  civilization  in  the  great  war. 
Men  and  women  in  highest  official  po- 
sitions in  Great  Britain,  France,  Italy 
and   America,   gathered   in   their   res- 


pective  sacred  places  to  hallow  the 
memory  of  the  lowliest  soldier  and 
sailor  who  made  the  supreme  sacri- 
fice in  humanity's  supreme  crisis  and 
direst  peril.  In  these  most  significant 
ceremonies,  participated  in  with  such 
undisguised  sincerity,  they  recognized 
and  set  their  seal  upon  Self  Sacrifice 
which  is  the  Crown  of  Patriotism. 

1.  We  speak  especially  of  the  American 
soldier  and  sailor— those  who  yielded 
up  then  lives  in  any  of  our  seveial 
wars  for  national  perpetuity.  God 
forbid  that  we  s^ouid  piaise  them 
beyond  tneir  just  deserts.  Were  t^ey 
not  human?  Yes.  Were  they  with- 
out faults  V  No.  Imperiection  is  the 
common  lot  of  man.  And  yet  if  life  is 
measured  by  love  and  love  is  measured 
by  sacrifice,  then  we  must  accord  to 
them  the  merit  of  rising  to  the  sum- 
mit-act of  noblest  living.  For  divine 
authonty  has  declared:  "Gi eater  love 
hath  no  man  than  this,  that  a  man 
lay  down  his  life  for  his  friends." 
When  God  cnose  to  make  tiie  very 
best  possible  levelation  of  Himself  to 
man,  He  became  incarnate  in  the  Per- 
son of  Jesus  Christ  and  laid  down  His 
life  for  the  world.  And  herein  He 
made  manifest  His  holiest  chaiacteris- 
tic.  Nothing  greater  could  Me  nave 
done.  That  was  His  divinest  deed. 
What  tnen  shall  be  said  of  the  men 
wiio  intelligently  ioilowed  tne  example 
of  tiie  noblest  act  ever  witnessed  in 
the  universe  of  God  .'  Whatever  t.ieir 
defects  may  have  been,  by  dying  in 
war  that  others  might  live  in  peace— 
in  that  particular  venture  they  prac- 
ticed tne  loftiest  virtue.  Morally 
the.e  is  nothing  grander  than  self -sac- 
rifice for  the  good  of  mankind.  Tins 
is  the  one  sp.endid  lesson  of  our  an- 
nual Memorial  services.  Self-sacri- 
fice, the  Crown  of  Patriotism,  is  the 
sublimest  lesson  ever  learned;  aye,  the 
sublimest  lesson  ever  taugrrt. 

2.  These  closing  days  of  May  are 
hallowed  each  year  by  most  sacred  ob- 
servances. CLd  men  and  men  in  their 
prime,  young  men  and  maidens, 
mothers, 'grandmothers  and  little  chil- 
dren by  the  million  are  impelled  by  a 
like  impulse.  Foitn  they  move  to  the 
cemeteries,  with  garlands  and  their 
arms  filled  with  dew-kissed  flowers. 
These  blossoms  of  beauty  speak  in  lov- 
ing eloquence.  When  placed  beside 
the  little  flag  over  a  soldiers  grave 
they  pay  reverent  homage  to  the  valor 
which  not  only  wrested  our  Colonies 
from  despotic  rule,  but  has  kept  us  a 
united  nation — proved  us  a  helpful 
brother  to  distant  Islands,  and  a  re- 
cognized authority  in  world-problems. 
On  Memorial  Sunday  we  think  and 
feel  largely.  Only  broad  terms  appeal 
to  us  then.  When  we  come  with  lov- 
ing tributes  in  our  hearts  and  floral 


offerings  in  our  hands,  there  is  no 
room  ror  envy.  At  the  newly  made 
giave  of  tne  heroic  Buddie  we  halt 
and  t^e  air  about  us  is  filled  with  pe- 
culiar pathos.  Political  differences 
melt  away,  and  we  ail  unite  in  honor- 
ing Woodrow  Wilson,  Admiral  Simms 
and  General  Pershing,  for  so  co-oper- 
ating with  the  allied  aimies  as  to  turn 
the  tides  of  war  in  favor  of  Democ- 
racy. Again,  as  we  stoop  to  place  our 
lilies  and  roses  upon  the  honored 
tombs  of  Spanish  War  Veteians,  a 
feeling  of  biotherliness  pulsates  with- 
in and  we  ail  join  heartily  in  applaud- 
ing William  McKiniey,  Admiral  Dewey 
and  Theodore  Roosevelt.  Neither  do 
we  f 01  get  our  Comiades  who  served  on 
the  Bolder,  or  those  wno  defeated  sav- 
age Indians,  or  t.iose  who  took  part  in 
any  foieign  campaigns.  Once  more, 
we  look  and  like  the  restful  rippling 
of  a  cairn  sea,  there  stretches  the  vast 
expanse  of  little  mounds  where  lies 
the  sleeping  dust  of  the  Boys  in  Blue 
who  made  illustrious  tne  years  from 
"61  to  '65.  What  an  aimy  of  patriotic 
eloquence!  Tenderly,  leverently  we 
lay  our  floral  tributes  upon  their 
graves,  in  love  and  gratitude.  Surely 
no  soldier  who  has  fougnt  anywne*e 
under  tne  American  Flag  couid  possib- 
ly be  so  narrow  as  to  under-rate  tne 
heroic  muzzle-loader  or  fail  to  ven- 
eiate  tne  memory  of  General  Grant, 
Admiial  Faiagut  and  Abraham  Lin- 
coin.  On  these  memorial  occasions  we 
are  one,  grandly  one — all  comrades  of 
the  same  dea.  F.ag — ail  looking  with 
affectionate  devotion  upon  Old  Glory. 
Differences  of  time  or  condition  may 
come  Letween  us  en  other  daces,  but 
when  tne  30cn  ox  May  approaches,  we 
veteians  of  all  Ameiican  Wars  leal- 
ize  that: 

"Creed  nor  faction  can  divide  us, 
Race  nor  nation  can  divide  us, 
And  whatever  fate  betide  us — 
Brotners  of  tne  Flag  are  we." 
And  true  brothers  will  we  remain  for- 
ever. 

3.  Seveial  are  the  ties  which  bind 
all  American  veteians  in  one  common 
biothernood,  but  the  chief  of  these  is 
the  love  of  liberty.  That  liberty  was 
bom  of  a  deep  desire  to  worship  God 
according  to  one's  own  conscience. 
That  liberty  was  cradled  in  Faneuil 
Hall.  It  blazed  a  trail  through  Vir- 
ginia when,  as  early  as  1676,  Thomas 
Hansford  was  consigned  to  martyr- 
dom through  a  misrepresentation.  As 
he  was  nearing  the  gibbet,  he  declar- 
ed: "I  die  a  loyal  subject  and  lover  of 
my  country."  Thus  Hansford  died  on 
the  gallows,  the  first  native  American, 
as  a  martyr  to  the  right  of  the  people 
to  self-government.  This  love  of  lib- 
erty again  revealed  its  yourthful  vigor 


by  every  home-builder  in  Jamestown, 
eacn  one  throwing  a  firebrand  into  his 
own  aoode  rather  than  to  have  it  fall 
into  tne  liands  of  despotism.  There 
by  an  expanse  of  ashes  became  the 
sacrificial  Ciown  of  their  patriotism. 
When  General  Reed  was  President  of 
that  early  Congiess,  ne  was  almost 
penniless.  The  English  Commissioner 
offered  him  a  bribe  of  ten  thousand 
giuneas  to  desert  tne  cause  of  his 
country.  To  tnis  he  replied:  "Gentle- 
men, i  am  poor,  very  poor,  but  your 
King  and  his  whole  Kingdom  are  not 
ricn  enougn  to  buy  me."  Out  of  such 
sterling  stuff  was  made  the  irame- 
vvork  constituting  the  crown  of  our 
patriotism.  From  these  and  their 
descendants  we  iiave  inherited  a  type 
of  patriotic  devotion  to  Country  that 
cannot  be  excelled. 

4.  As  the  time  allotted  to  this  dis- 
course lenders  it  impossible  to  narrate 
thrilling  events  from  ail  our  wars,  I 
a.n  sure  you  will  permit  me  to  paint  a 
few  word  pictures  from  personal  ex- 
perience and  observation,  illustrating 
our  theme;  a  few  scenes  that  gave  rise 
to  tne  observance  of  these  Memorial 
Da^s.  Sixty  >ears  have  filed  since  the 
tocsin  of  Civil  War  sounded  in  our 
Nation's  ear.  Tne  first  cannon  shot 
hurled  against  Fort  Sumpter  went 
echoing  through  the  land  and  quickly 
brought  t..e  North  to  its  feet.  Tnat 
b.azing  gun  kindled  a  flame  in  every 
loyal  heart  and  upon  ail  loyal  lips 
tiembled  the  determined  resolution: 
"The  Union  must  and  shall  be  preserv- 
ed." Then  the  war  cloud  grew  black. 
It  was  neavily  charged  with  the  thun- 
ders and  ligntnings  of  rebel  wrath. 
Soon  the  terrific  tempest,  roaring  and 
ragmg,  struck  our  Ship  of  State  a 
furious  blow.  Her  huge  timbers 
shook;  they  creaked  and  shivered  and 
shuddered  as  if  doomed  to  be  dashed 
in  ruins.  But  God  had  given  us  a 
tiusty  pilot  who  stood  firm  at  the 
wheel— ABRAHAM  LINCOLN.  He 
had  faith  in  the  gallant  ship  and  the 
people  had  faith  in  him.  Above  the 
hoarse  voice  of  the  angry  storm  rang 
out  tie  encouragement  of  twenty  mil- 
lion patriots: 

Steady,  noble  pilot! 

"Fear   not    each     sudden     sound     and 

shock; 
'Tis  of  the  wave  and  not  the  rock; 
'Tis  but  the  flapping  of  the  sail, 
And  not  a  rent  made  by  the  gale; 
In  spite  of  rock  and  tempest  roar, 
In  spite  of  false  lights  on  the  shore, 
Sail  on,  nor  fear  to  breast  the  sea; 
Our  hearts,  our  hopes  are  all  with  thee 
Our   heaits,    our    nopes,    our   prayers, 

our  tears, 
Our  faith  triumphant,  o'er  our  fears, 
Are  all  with  thee — are  all  with  thee." 


Then  was  heard  the  tramp,  tramp, 
tramp  of  matching  feet.  Recruiting 
offices  were  opened  m  every  city  and 
village.  Fiags  \,e.e  flung  to  the 
breeze.  Maitial  music  awoke  tne 
mamal  spirit  and  in  a  day  t^e  most 
peaceful  citizens  became  the  truest 
wairiors.  Call  after  can  went  form 
from  our  great  President,  for  volun- 
teers. Again  and  again  was  ids  royal 
heart  cheered  by  tne  leady  response: 
'*We  are  coming,  Father  Abranam— 
three  hundred  thousand  more/'  Tnis 
lesponse  continued  until  our  army  and 
navy  rolis  contained  over  two  million 
of  names.  Man  arter  man,  regiment 
arter  regiment,  biigade  aiter  brigade 
spiang  to  the  conflict.  From  college 
halls  and  halls  of  legislation,  from 
pulpit  and  pew — tney  hastened  to  the 
fieid  of  carnage.  Boys — mere  boys, 
and  men — native  Americans  and  for- 
eign born;  Catnoiic  and  Protestant,  re- 
gardless of  sect  or  party — many  of 
tnem  the  puiest  and  best  men  in  all 
tne  land,  arose  in  tneir  majestic  mignt 
and  offeied  all  they  possessed  and  ail 
they  were  at  the  sacred  shrine  of 
Country.  They  keenly  relished  earth- 
ly comforts  and  earthly  joys,  but  all 
these  tney  weie  willing  to  sacrifice 
rather  than  to  see  our  Flag  dishonored 
and  our  Union  dismembered.  Next  to 
tne  soldiers  who  surrendered  their 
lives  muot  we  awaid  tne  meed  of 
praise  to  the  women  of  the  land  whose 
sacrifices  we.e  well  nigh  as  severe  as 
any  that  cou.d  be  enduied.  In  Illinois 
a  patriotic  farmer  and  his  four  sons 
agreed  among  themselves  that  all  but 
one  should  enlist.  They  drew  straws 
from  a  stack  to  see  which  one  should 
stay  at  home.  The  father  was  left. 
Next  day  he  aiso  came  into  carnp,  say- 
ing to  nis  boys:  "Mother  says  sne  can 
get  the  crops  in  and  I  am  going  too." 
L/pon  our  noble  women  fell  heaviest 
burdens. 

'5.  Tne  fierceness  of  that  struggle 
can  be  fully  appreciated  only  by  those 
who  enduied  its  hardships  and  faced 
its  dangers.  The  most  grievous  fea- 
tuie  of  t_.e  conflict  was  that  our  own 
countrymen  stood  before  us  in  battle 
array.  During  the  darkest  days  of 
the  war  Henry  Ward  Beecher  was  sent 
to  England  to  turn  public  opinion 
there  in  our  favor.  One  night  when 
addressing  a  great  audience,  a  man  in 
the  back  part  of  the  hall  spoke  up  and 
sarcastically  asked:  "Why  didn't  you 
put  down  the  rebellion  in  sixty  days, 
as  you  claimed  you  could  do?"  Quick 
as  a  flash  came  the  retort:  "Be- 
cause we  are  not  fighting  Englishmen 
but  Americans."  The  people  felt  this 
pointed  thiust  but  were  generous 
enough  to  c.eer  him  to  the  echo.  On 
Southern  battlefields  we  met  foemen 
worthy  of  our  steel.     We  who  tested 


them  at  Shiloh  or  Fort  Donaldson, 
Stone  River  or  Chickamauga,  Antie- 
tam  or  Gettysburg,  Wilderness  or  Cold 
Harbor,  in  the  numerous  campaigns 
East  or  West  did  not  doubt  their  brav- 
ery. Had  there  not  been  equal  brav- 
ery opposing  them  the  Union  would 
have  been  destroyed.  But  neither  the 
mythical  Curtius,  who  is  said  to  have 
leaned  into  a  yawning  chasm  to  save 
his~  nation's  life,  nor  the  real  Win- 
kelried,  rushing  upon  the  Austrian 
ranks  and  receiving  an  armful  of 
spears  in  his  own  body,  can  surpass 
the  patriotic  heroism  of  our  Federal 
soldiers.  Yonder  at  Pittsburg  Land- 
ing a  regiment  of  cavalry  are  unknow- 
ingly riding  into  an  ambush  of  the 
enemy.  A  young  trooper  is  vanguard. 
Suddenly  he  finds  himself  in  the  trap — 
a  prisoner.  His  captors  quietly  ex- 
claim: "Now  we  have  you;  if  you 
shout  or  raise  an  alarm  we  will  shoot 
you.  Silence  till  they  come  here  and 
We'll  capture  them  too."  "Silence!" 
exclaimed  the  gallant  boy;  then  rais- 
ing himself  in  his  saddle  and  turning 
quickly  toward  his  unsuspecting  com- 
rades, he  shouted  at  the  top  of  his 
voice:  "Boys,  the  rebels  are  here!" 
Quick  as  lightning  a  score  of  bullets 
pierced  his  body.  He  drops  from  his 
horse  a  mangled  corpse,  but  his  regi- 
ment is  saved. 

6.  Our  losses  were  appalling.  In 
the  charge  of  the  Light  Brigade  at 
Balaklava  made  famous  by  Tennyson, 
the  English  loss  was  a  little  more  than 
36  per  cent  of  those  engaged.  In  the 
Battle  of  Antietam  the  New  York 
Zouaves  lost  63  per  cent  of  their  num- 
ber. Three  hundred  and  sixty  thous- 
and of  our  comrades  dropped  into  the 
awful  chasm  of  Civil  War.  In  purest 
self-sacrifice  they  offered  themselves 
for  country,  for  righteous  principle 
for  the  race.  They  went  down  to 
death  with  the  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Re- 
public on  their  dying  lips.  Hear  them 
sing! 
"In  the  beauty  of  the  lilies  Christ  was 

born  across  the  sea 
With  a  glory    in    His    bosom    which 

transfigures  you  and  me; 
As  He  died  to  make  men  holy,  let  us 
die  to  make  men  free, 
For  God  is  marching  on!" 

It  was  then  that  they  helped  to  fin- 
ish what  Washington's  army  so  well 


began.    They  caught  the  Flag  of  free- 
dom as  it  slipped  from  the  hands  of 
Revolutionary     sires,    bearing  'it     on 
and   up   to    sublimer   triumph.      Since 
then  their  survivors,  men  of  the  Grand 
Army   of    the     Republic,     have     been 
faithful  guardians  of  the  libeities  they 
died  to  make  secure.     But  their  ranks 
are  fast  thinning.     Soon  they  will  all 
be  gone.     To  whom  shall  \*e  turn  to 
take  their  places?     Let  us  t._ank  God 
this  question  is  so    easily     answered. 
With  absolute,  unwavering  confidence 
we  turn  to  the  Camps  of  our  patriotic 
Spanish  War  Veterans     and     to     the 
loyal-hearted  American  Legion.     Tne 
recent  action  taken  by  both  of  these 
organizations  in  strong  condemnation 
of  all  forms  of  anarchy,  and  in  favor 
of   law  enforcement,   assures  us   that 
they  are  alive  to    the     responsibility 
resting  upon  them.     God  has  given  us 
a  large  country  but  there  is  room  in  it 
for  only  one  supreme  Flag,  and  that 
the  Stars  and  Stripes.     Under  its  pro- 
tecting folds  the   Sabbath,  the  Biole, 
the  Cross  find  their  largest  sway  and 
divinest  influence.     There  seems  to  be 
a     widening,      deepening      conviction 
among  thinking  people  that  the  only 
sure  hope  for  nations,  for  individuals 
and   for  the   world,   is   the   gospel   of 
Jesus  Christ  with  its  Golden  Rule  and 
its  divine  message  of  "Peace  on  earth, 
good  will  toward    men."      Could     we 
speak  to  our  departed  brothers  whose 
sacrifices  secured  to  us  such  priceless 
blessings,  it  would  be  a  rare  privilege. 
We   will   speak:      Oh   fallen   freemen, 
you  laid  down  your    lives     gallantly, 
nobly,    unselfishly    for   the    right.      If 
your    spirits    hover    over   us    on    this, 
your  proud  day,  listen  to  our  hearts 
as  they  swear  fresh  allegiance  to  the 
glorious  cause  you  died  to   save  and 
to   serve.     Witness   as  we  consecrate 
anew  this  heaven    favored     land     to 
patriotism   and   progress,   to  national 
unity,  national  integrity  and  national 
honor ! 

Comrades  and  citizens  of  the  best 
government  on  earth,  look  once  more 
upon  our  beauteous  Banner,  the  fair- 
est Flag  that  floats  on  sea  or  land, 
and  at  the  graves  of  our  heroic  dead, 
highly  resolve  and  earnestly  pray  that 
this  Flag  may  never  trail  in  the  dust, 
but  wave  on  and  on,  until  every  nation 
shall  be  a  prosperous  Republic  and 
every  human  heart  shall  beat  in  lov- 
ing loyalty  to  the  Prince  of  Peace. 


.   ■ 


